
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
SONGS 

LEAVES 

One by one, like leaves from a tree, 

All my faiths have forsaken me; 

But the stars above my head 

Burn in white and delicate red, 

And beneath my feet the earth 

Brings the sturdy grass to birth. 

I who was content to be 

But a silken-singing tree, 

But a rustle of delight 

In the wistful heart of night, 

I have lost the leaves that knew 

Touch of rain and weight of dew. 

Blinded by a leafy crown 

I looked neither up nor down — 

But the little leaves that die 

Have left me room to see the sky; 

Now for the first time I know 

Stars above and earth below. 

MORNING 

I went out on an April morning 
All alone, for my heart was high, 

I was a child of the shining meadow, 
I was a sister of the sky. 
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Morning 



There in the windy flood of morning 
Longing lifted its weight from me, 

Lost as a sob in the midst of cheering, 
Swept as a sea-bird out to sea. 

THE ANSWER 

When I go back to earth 
And all my joyous body 
Puts off the red and white 
That once had been so proud, 
If men should pass above 
With false and feeble pity, 
My dust will find a voice 
To answer them aloud: 

"Be still, I am content, 

Take back your poor compassion — 

Joy was a flame in me 

Too steady to destroy. 

Lithe as a bending reed 

Loving the storm that sways her — 

I found more joy in sorrow 

Than you could find in joy." 

Sara Teasdale 
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